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| knew how he felt long before he said anything. Hell, before he even knew himself. That's the thing about the 


human brain; it hides its own thoughts from its own self. 


Since the very beginning | had a certain hold over him, and | think anyone could have seen that. In fact, | 
actually had to tone it down If | told him to bark like a dog, then by God he would. But that wouldn't look too 
good in front of the others, now would it? Especially if | do it every day. 


| guess you could marvel at my patience, waiting for him to make the first move. But no, its not like that. I've 
done things to him just because | knew | could get away with it. The way I'd touch him sometimes, or look at 
him. I'd almost take for granted how he'd do whatever | told him to with the same goofy smile. If anyone else 
noticed (and they'd have to or they're fucking blind), they never said anything. That's just how we were. 
Everyone took it for granted, 


| didn't mind the wait because | knew | could end it at any time. | can be very patient, especially when the 
waiting is actually fun on its own | didn't touch him or act any different for nearly a week after he told me he 
liked me. It was a week long game of cat and mouse. Utter torture for us both. | guess | can be a masochist, 


too. 


After that night, any time we just happened to be alone, he'd get weird, although he'd try not to. His eyes 
would get bigger, and his lips would do that little fluttering thing they do when he's excited or scared. He'd get 
all clumsy and talk too much, laugh too much. And I'd just go about my business like nothing special. Maybe 
"accidentally" brush my fingers across his body as | reach for a beer and pretend not to notice his blush. 


His body was screaming at me to rape him, but he never actually said anything. He must have thought | was 
being clueless, and that must have made him so damn frustrated.. 


We were at a music store one afternoon, and | was thinking about doing something, finally. Just couldn't bear 
waiting anymore, as fun as it was to watch him drive himself up the wall for me. | was reaching my hand out 
for where his was, rifling through the cassettes, just about to say something.. 


Bastard beat me to it. He turned on me with a fire in his eyes and hissed at me, "Do you wanna be my 
boyfriend or not, Dave?" He said it really quietly, but | still made shushing sounds just to embarrass him. | 
knew no one would have heard him, but | just couldn't resist acting far more shocked than | really was. His 


cheeks went red and he threw a hand to his mouth..so cute. 


Taking him roughly by the arm, | led him out of there. Made him wait till we were safely out of that confined 
space, where we could talk freely Personally, | didn't give a shit where we were. Part of the fun is watching 


the conflict on his face when | touch him in public. He wants it, but he just doesn't want anyone to see. 
I'll have to break him of that habit. 


"I thought maybe you wanted to take it slow, ya know?" | said, but my smirk gave away that | was bullshitting. 
| poked him in the ribs, and he wriggled away, horribly embarrassed that I'd touch him like that out in the 
streets. "Of course you're my boyfriend,” | said with a laugh. "You're a boy. You're my friend" 


He turned to glare at me, but he can't expect to look intimidating like that. Not with his lips pouting and his 
soft, fluffy hair covering his eyes. Just makes me want to laugh and shove him against the wall. "I sucked 


your cock the other day, Dave," he growled quietly. 


"Huh? Sorry, couldn't hear you, you talk so damn quietly." | laughed when he frowned at me, and wrapped an 
arm around his shoulders. When he tried to push me off, | just clung tighter. | like to fuck around with him a 
lot, but he usually knows when I'm being serious. We walked along the sidewalk for a while in silence. | was 
letting him calm down, loosen up a little. When his body finally stopped being so tense in my arms, | said, "Took 
a lot of guts to do what you did, babe. | really do respect that" 


He scoffed, "To Hell with that! What about you, Dave? Do you like me too?" He looked away and grit his teeth. 
‘Kinda feel like a whore for what | did. Especially if you don't even like me like that.” 


| stopped him and pushed him to face me, my hands on his shoulders. "Hey, Junior," | said, and | really did feel 
kinda bad that he felt that way. It was a lot of fun teasing him like that, but | guess that would have made 
him feel pretty shitty. Nothing | couldn't easily fix, though. "Hey, you wanna know the truth?" 


His big ole eyes, already getting misty and shiny, gazed up at me. Trusting me, wanting to see the very best in 
me, like he does to everyone else. | almost feel kinda bad for letting such a sweet Mamma's boy like this be a 


part of my world. One day he's gonna stop being so sweet. And that's gonna be on my head. 
Well, if he's going to change, then at least it's me who's changing him. No one else. 


| shoved my hands in my pockets and looked down, giving him a good show of shyness | didn't feel. "It 
really..made me nervous. What you said," | said slowly, carefully. | held up a finger when he tried to talk, but | 
didn't say anything for nearly a minute. "l.l was really drunk that night, dude. And | guess | didn’t really think 
about what | was doing." Just for good measure | started smoothing back my hair, stroking the back of my 
head. Still not looking at him. Well, | peeked at his face for a second. He was buying it, alright. 


"Hey, no," he said, and touched my arm. "I'm not mad at you about that, dude." 


| sighed and looked up. | did my best to keep the smirk off my face, and took in that sweet, open expression on 
his pretty little face. "You're not mad | shoved my cock down your throat, man?" | laughed, adding a touch of 
nervousness to it that he just ate up. 


He quickly hid his face with his hand, but | could still see the blush and his eyes narrow with laughter. He half 
stumbled, half crept off the wall and back out into the sidewalk when | slipped my arm into the crook of his 


and led him into a bar. 
"l'Il take that as a no," | laughed, and we got comfortable at the bar. It was still early, but already the bar was 
filling up. Already we had some rowdy guys making some noise, and one of them even came up to us and 


nudged me on the shoulder. 


"Hey, you're that guy!" he bawled at me, and Junior turned away, laughing. "That.that fuckin’ Mega.Meg..ya, 


whatever, you know who you arel!" 


| looked to Junior for help, but the fucker left me all alone with this one. Fuck, | didn’t really think of us as 
being famous yet! Maybe one day, but Hell, we were really fighting for shows, doing more opening acts than 
our own shows, | wasn't used to this shit. It was cool, but.. 


He laughed and leaned closer to Junior, pointing at him. "Hal And Junior's here! Jeyooooonier!" 


"Ya, ok, buddy," the bartender finally stepped in and shooed him away. And he even gave us each a free drink 


for the trouble, while that one guy very loudly told all his buddies about the Meg guy and Junior. 


| just laughed and knocked back my beer. "Wow, can you believe this guy? He didn't know my name, but he sure 
knew yours! That's fucking hilarious." 


A wave of irritation passed over his face, but | ignored it, and my hand on his shoulder bought his attention 
back to where it belongs: me. He smiled when | did, and finally, | got that trademark laugh out of him. That's 
my boy. 


"Anyway," | said, tossing my hair back behind my shoulders. "We were saying." | gave him a look that invited 
him to continue, and he cleared his throat, suddenly too shy to talk about it. 


He thought maybe he could get away with not saying anything if he just clammed up, but | wouldn't stop 
staring at him, giving him that cocky smirk that always gets him to melt for me. He traced along the rim of 
his glass with one finger and stared into the drink and talked so quietly, | honestly couldn't hear him. 


"Hey," | said, and lifted his chin with my hand. "You look at me when you talk to me, Junior.” 


"l-I can't stop thinking about that night, Dave," he said, and kept looking around, behind himself, to the sides. 
Checking if anyone was close enough to hear. But | ignored this. | wasn't worried about any of these drunk 


fucks overhearing us. Not in this small ass town anyway. 


"Ya?" | asked him, and pulled his stool, with him still on it, closer to mine. It might not have looked so weird 
were | not sitting the way | was, facing him, my legs open. He had to move his knees to make room, and when 
the bartender came back, | shrugged and said, "I'm hard of hearing. Gotta sit close-like." He just rolled his eyes 
and | laughed, poking Junior to laugh with me. This really was too much fun. | could fuck with him all day. 


| got another drink and then asked him, "What parts in particular do you think about?" | put the drink down and 
stared at him full on in the face. When he looked away, as people normally do when | look at them like that, | 
jerked his face right back, harder this time. "What did | say about looking at me?" 


My Junior's not a little pussy. He's a man, by God. No matter what he might be to me, | cannot tolerate him 
acting like a weakling. Nothing | hate more than weakness. 


"l-I think about how y-you were standing over me," he said, and | could tell he was forcing some strength in 
his voice. Good boy. Just for that | gave him an even harder look and rested my head in my hand, my elbow 
on the bar counter. Just as | was aiming for, he started to breathe a bit quicker. Put under pressure to 


impress me. 


But he damn well needed to. This whole time, | could tell he liked me. | could tell since the very first day | saw 
him. No one's ever given me a look like he did, even when | told him to fuck off and leave me alone at the 
apartment. He was intimidated, ya, what else is new. But not only did he come back, not only did he invite me to 


head out with him, even after | was so hostile to him, but there was that look in his eye. One that told me 


that there was a part in him that wasn't scared of me. No matter how submissive his body language or how 


nervous his laughter, his eyes are always telling me to bring it on 


But even all that isn't worth my time if the guy can't commit. If this was just puppy love, just a stupid crush 
from some confused farm boy swooning over his first taste of dick, then | needed to know before | committed 


myself any further. 


It almost got to the point where | was hoping he'd break under pressure so | could just cast him out and move 


on. I'd never felt so..imprisoned before. 


He was really suffering, but he kept on talking, and didn't let his eyes stray from mine, though he wanted to. A 
certain amount of fear is ok. But its not ok to give in to it. "And.and how y-you smelled, and when you.." He 
stopped and sighed, finally breaking eye contact to stare at the wall for a second. | waited, and he had a rice 
stony face to look at when he faced me again. He grit his teeth, like he was forcing himself to confess. "I keep 


thinking about when you held my head on your..your..” 


| finally cracked into a smile, and he breathed out some pent up nervousness. "Go on, say it," | smirked. "You're 


a big boy now, use the big boy words." 
"Your cock," he said and hid his mouth with his hand. 


| scoffed at him and took my time with my drink. | wanted him to sit there and sweat it, that's for sure, but 
mostly | was trying to figure out how | was feeling about this. It just.wasn't enough. How could | be able to tell 
he wouldn't find a new obsession when he was done with me? What if some slut from Bumfuck, Midwest USA 
shows up, huh? Hell, he never told me if he ever went to prom. Pretty boy like that must have to beat the 
chicks off. 


One thing | realized was that | don't want a trophy boyfriend. | don't want a glassy eyed puppy. Well, he can be 
my puppy if I'm in the mood for it, but you know what | mean. | wanted someone to love me more than 
himself, someone I'd dive down to Hades for, just like in that ancient legend. | wanted, no, needed, someone who'd 


bleed for me, and | wanted that person to be Junior. 
But can he handle it? Can |, for that matter? 


"Why do you like that part the best?" | asked him, and slipped one hand under the counter to stroke his knee 
with a finger. No one would be able to see this, and he knew that, so he didn't freak out. He let me soothe him. 
He let us have this little moment. 


His eyes dipped down to the level of my chest, but | let him take a break from looking at me. He seemed more 
wistful than anything else. "I. don't know. Just.just your hand on my head like that, like you were..forcing me." 
When he looked up, his eyes alive and excited. He had a little grin on the corner of his lips. | don't think he's 


ever looked at anyone else like that. "You know, | really thought that you were gonna try toto rape me." 


"Something tells me you wouldn't have fought me off," | said, but | wasn't playing with him anymore. 


He looked down at my hand reaching up his thigh and smiled. "No, | would have," he said, and sounded like he 
was apologizing. "But you'd overtake me. And you'd have your way with me." He looked up and gave me a 


restrained grin, and didn't breathe for a moment, waiting for me. 


"You've given this a lot of thought, haven't you?" | said quietly and slid my fingers around the curve of his 
thigh, slipping them between his jeans and the bar stool. He shivered and for a moment his face was 
vulnerable, those lips opening. But he quickly composed himself. We were still in public, after all. 


Biting his lip, he nodded, and | saw his hand hesitate at his side, inching towards my leg, but he didn't touch me. 


"IFs ok, Junior," | said with a soft nod, and he let his hand hover over my thigh, the fingertips just barley 
touching. With a smirk | grabbed his hand and forced him to touch me. | pressed his palm down on my thigh 
and slowly slid it up a bit until he felt more comfortable. "Hey, we better get out of here before something 
happens," | said, laughing a bit, and he laughed too and furiously smoothed back his hair. Fucking around in 
public is fun, but dangerous. | led the way out but didn’t look back or touch him. Didn't want to make things 


any more obvious. 


We got a taxi back "home," just a motel down the road. We were actually all in the same room, but at least we 
got two beds. Jesus, I'll be glad when we don't have to do that anymore. The past few days we've been in this 
room, but we never slept all at the same time, with some of us partying, the rest passed out. Last night | 
vaguely remembered seeing Junior knocked out in one of the beds, but the room was empty otherwise. | didn't 
want to chance anything, so | got in the other bed, but when | woke up a few hours later, | saw Chris sleeping 


next to Junior. 


Its not an issue for guys to be sleeping in the same bed like that, | mean, everyone's seen that fucking picture 
of James and Kirk fucking lying under blankets on the floor together (well maybe those fucking queers aren't a 
good example, but you know what | mean), so | shouldn't have felt jealous or weird about it. | guess | felt like | 


missed my chance because | was chicken shit. 


Thank Christ, but the other two weren't in the room when we got there. Either one could walk in any time, but 
| was gonna enjoy every second | could. | slipped on the dead bolt and sat on one of the beds and patted the 
spot beside me. He was staring at me all wide-eyed, shallow breaths. Hanging on my every movement. So | 
made him wait. | just can't help it, not when he's so obviously throwing himself at my mercy like this. Maybe 
its the part in me that just can't stop kicking a guy when he's down. Especially when the guy's exposing his 
throat, just begging for it.. 


Only after I've finished lighting up a cigarette and taken a few strong drags did | pick up from where we left 
off. "You know the normal reaction would be to freak out, Junior," | said flatly, and | took out my pack and 
offered him one. When he reached his hand to take one, though, | slapped his hand away, and he looked at me 
with a confused frown. | just grinned and took a cigarette out and held it in front of his mouth, the filter 
facing him. It took a second, but he opened his mouth and let me rest the filter on his lip. My fingers touched 


his lip and his chin as | took my hand back, and | lit it for him. | watched him carefully and went on, "You said 
you felt like | was forcing you, you said you were scared | was gonna do something to you. You're not supposed 


to want to feel like that, Junior." 


He almost coughed the cigarette out of his mouth and his face went red, looking like a kid caught with his 
fucking hand in the cookie jar. He started to mumble something, but | interrupted him with a sharp look. "I 
didn't say it was wrong," | said, and he just stared at me. 


| plucked the cigarette from his mouth and butted it, along with mine, on the bedside table and crept up closer 
to him. | had my hand at his throat, and he gaped at me stupidly, not even moving, except for his heaving 
chest. But anyone could see that hard on a mile away. We were on to something, alright. 


"You know I'd never hurt you, Junior," | whispered, but | gave him a smirk that suggested otherwise. "You know 


you can trust me. Right?" 
"Y-ya.right," he barely breathed, and | felt his Adam's apple roll beneath my fingers as he swallowed. 


I've never felt this with a man before. I've never had a guy look at me like this, waiting, expecting me to do 


something he can't control. | know what it feels like to be powerless to another man, but this is the first I've 


been on the other end. The right end 


"Go on, tell me more about the stuff you've been thinking about," | told him. | could already tell what he 
wanted, but | wanted the words to come from his mouth. | wanted it to be his idea. Grabbing his knees, | pulled 
him so he was facing me on the bed, and put his legs around my waist, as | sat cross legged. | ran my hand 


over one shoulder, feeling his soft skin, teasing the hair that fell past it. 


He talked to me like he had a secret he just had to get out, but didn't have much time. "I've fantasized about 

that night so many times, Dave. Every single time | thought about you raping me." He looked squeezed out, but 
he found the strength to touch my leg. "l-l touch myself thinking about it" He looked so embarrassed, so lost. 

Just him using that phrase, "touch myself" What the Hell kind of polite old lady bullshit is that? 


"Am | raping you," | asked, leaning a bit closer. He moved his head back, but then got closer. "In your fantasies, 


| mean. Or am | fucking you? You choosing that word on purpose?” 


‘Its rape," he shivered, and he helped me take his shirt off with a soft whine. | had a pretty good idea the shit 
storm he had going on in his head right then, but | was going to give him the chance to let it out his own way. 
'It's.it's always rape." 


| pulled his head closer to mine, but | didn't kiss him, even though he kept trying to kiss me without being too 
assertive about it. "Why's that? You don't want me to fuck you?" 


"No! l-I do! I-I'm just..scared. l-in my fantasies. I'm scared and..and not sure if | want it, but.but you force me." 


He got tense in my arms, and his skin crawled wherever | touched it, but he was leaning even closer to me. By 


this time he had his thighs resting on top of mine, his feet behind me. Legs open around me. 
"Does it hurt?" | ran my fingers along the edges of his belt. 
"O ya," he whispered with a vehement nod. "But.but it feels good too." 


When | busted out laughing, he looked like I'd slapped him. Confused and angry. | yanked him to his feet and 
pushed him against the wall by the bed before he could even say anything. He stared at me, still confused, but 
a lot less angry. "You don't have any idea what it feels like, do you?" | accused, and he went red and shook his 
head. | grabbed at his jeans, and his first instinct was to try to push my hands away. That's another thing 
that l'Il have to train him out of. 


But | grabbed the front of his jeans firmly and snarled at him, warning him to cut it out, and he did. It might 
be fun for us both to beat around the bush and tease each other with these power games, but in the end, I'm 
the one in charge, dammit. He'll learn, though. | have faith in the boy. 


"No one's ever touched you like that, huh?" | asked him, obviously enjoying how embarrassed this was making 
him. He gasped and jumped when | slipped my other hand down his pants and grabbed his ass. "What's wrong? 
Isn't this a part of your litte fantasies?" | groped him and unbuttoned his jeans. | might have been nice and 

soft earlier, but right then | was rude and practically molesting him. But | wanted him to feel like that, like he 


was just a piece of meat. 
| was just giving him exactly what he wanted. 


"Y-yes," he whimpered, and he clung to me when | slipped a finger between his cheeks. | didn't even stick it 
through, but he was already freaking out. When | told him to, he reached down to the bedside table right by 
him for the well used bottle of lube and gave it to me with a shaking hand. 


"Do you want me to stop?" | studied his eyes, hoping | could detect any trouble if there was any. | sometimes 
like to play a little rough with girls, but | can't even count how many times some bitch would come back the 

next day and say | was too rough or | raped her or whatever. Fucking cunt should have said something at the 
time if | was going too far. But | hoped that since Junior was a guy, he'd be more open with me. "You can tell 


me, it's ok.." 


"N-no," he breathed, and while he still looked scared, he looked ok. | knew I'd still have to be careful not to go 
too far with him. Not this time, anyway. Right then it was all about him. If he would said stop, | would have 
stopped, right there. 


He leaned his head against the wall and spread his legs a bit as | pushed his jeans down to the knees. "First 
time with a guy, Junior?" He nodded, but it didn't take a genius to figure that one out. | just wanted him to 
remind me. Made my lip curl into a sneer to think that | was going to be the first man to touch him. "Gonna 
let me go all the way? Sure you're ready, baby?" | was still holding the lube bottle in my hand, and he nodded. 
With a little growl | tugged on his hair. "Don't fucking nod! Tell me what you want. Tell me or you won't get it." 


"I want you t-to..to fuck me," he blurted, and | let go of his hair. As | flipped open the lid, he said, almost in a 
panic, "Just with your finger, j-just your finger, please.." 


He seemed to both wither and thrive at my smirk. "Why's that? You scared?" 


He started to nod, but he remembered and answered me with words, just as | expect from him. So | lubed up 
my finger, eying him, and gently pushed his legs further apart. Very carefully | put it in, though | was 
struggling with him the whole time, soothing him, telling him to relax. Took like five minutes to push the fucker 


in to the second knuckle. 


“There, that wasn't so bad, was it?" | joked, and he let out a few sputtering exhales in a half assed kind of 


laugh. "Sure no one's done this to you before?" 
He was gripping my arms, and he hissed, "No, man" 


"Ya, | think you'd remember something like this," | laughed, and found his prostate, making him squeal and 
practically fall on me. | had to hold him up with my other hand, but | didn't let up. He was almost drooling on 


my shoulder, and was saying stop over and over in a ragged breath. 


"Naw, you don't want me to stop," | told him. "You want more." He was extra tight, but | forced in another 
finger and really rubbed around in there, stretching him out. As | found a good rhythm, stroking and letting 
off, he started to relax, and his fingers didn't dig so damn hard on my arm. “Bet you didn't think it was gonna 
feel like this, huh?" 


It took him a minute, but he finally said, "No." Soon he was pushing himself against me. He wanted much, much 
more than he could handle right now. That was the first time | realized the power | have over him, that he 
doesn't even realize. How much | hold myself back, for his benefit. How | decide for him what he can take and 
what he can't. This first time, | held back a lot. | won't lie, | was scared to death of going too far, scared of 
the things | wanted to do to him. He's still my best friend, it's still my job to protect him, even if its from my 


sick self. 


One day, though, I'm gonna let go of this fear and learn to trust myself. | know he does. | think we'll be a lot 
closer without that fear hanging between us. 


"You thought it was just gonna hurt, didn't you?" | took his cock in my other hand then, slowly, carefully 
started stroking him. He grabbed me harder and his head dropped. 


He moaned, "Ya." and panted, not sure if he wanted to fuck himself on my finger more than he wanted to fuck 


my hand. 


"You jacked off to the thought of me hurting you?" 


He whined out yes like he was guilty of something, but couldn't do anything more than lament to the world. 


| was getting sick of these monosyllabic answers. | don't care what's going on, if | ask him a question, | expect 
it answered in full. So | pinned him to the wall with my hand on his throat, and forced an extra finger up inside 
him. He tried to grab at my hand, but | barked at him to put his hands down. He did. | wasn't choking him, but | 


could have, very easily. Sometimes just threatening to do something is more powerful than actually doing it. 
"Why?" | snarled. "Why does that get you off, huh?" 


He swallowed. "l-I don't know, Dave," he whispered. "But..but |. don't know if | really want you to do it, but..but 
[-I." 


| kept massaging him from the inside, and pressed on his throat for a second, closing it. He tensed and his eyes 
burst wide but he didn't try to stop me, like he knew I'd let go. He knew he could trust me, no matter what | 
tried on him. I've always protected and cared for him like he were my little brother, I'd never let anything too 


bad happen to him. 


"No, | understand, Junior," | said soothingly as | slowly let him start breathing again. He took that first breath 
with a full and grateful suck, and even lifted his chin just a bit, as if offering his neck to me. "I've been with 
girls who liked to play like this.” 


"R-really?" he whispered, and then grinned a nervous, lopsided grin. "So I'm not a weirdo?" 


| laughed, "No, you still are, but I'm glad" I've always known it. You can tell with those kinds of people. Spot 


them a mile away. "| wouldn't want it any other way." 


He sighed and looked at me with all seriousness again, almost pleading me for something. "Me neither, Dave. l- 


l'm really scared of this, but.but | want it that way." 


"You want to be scared of me?" | asked, licking my teeth, and | pulled my fingers out and felt his skin. "But 
aren't you scared we'll go too far, baby? You sure you can trust me?" | was already pretty sure, but | needed 
to hear it. | needed then, as | still do now, to see his eyes gaze at me with the utmost trust, like he'd willingly 


put his life in my hands, even while I'm hurting him. 


Of course it's nice to be trusted, but you know, sometimes | just like to see him break into little pieces before 
my eyes, just because he trusted me and didn't expect what | did to him. He's a little fish, and I'm the 


crocodile with my gently smiling jaws. 


| slid my hand down his throat, down his neck and along the collar bone, and he watched my eyes. | gave him 
one last smirk before yanking his head to the side and biting his throat. | could feel that little bone, or tendon, 
whatever it is, that reaches down to the collar bone, like it was thudding against my teeth, and | felt his pulse 
pound in my mouth. Every beat of his heart sent vibrations through my teeth. At first he didn't move, but as 
| bit harder, he started clawing at me, yelling out. When it got just a bit too frantic, | let go and gave him a 


cocky grin, while he panted and pressed against the wall. 


"What's the matter, too much for ya?" | taunted, but it was ok. | knew | could build him up to the point where 
| wanted him. Just had to be patient and careful every step of the way. | didn't make him answer, either, and 
he closed his eyes and sighed when | rubbed the parts | bit. "Did you like that?" 


His eyes still closed, he told me he did in a dreamy voice. 


"Ill never do anything to you that | can't handle myself, Junior," | told him, and | meant it. "Or anything | know 


you can't take." 


"l-I trust you," he said, slipping a hand around my waist. "| want you to do whatever you want to me, Dave." He 
sounded so sweet when he said that, so honest and naive, | wanted to scoop him up in my arms like a bunch of 


flowers. But | pinched his nipple instead and watched him wince. 
"What if | want to do nothing?" | smirked. "What if | wanna make you wait?" 


He was dead serious when he answered, "Then I'll wait. And I'll dream of you every night and wake up every 


day hoping today's the day." 


"You always know exactly what to say," | said, and | turned him around to face the wall. My lubed up hand was 
in his hair, pressing it to the wall, the other moved his ass up and towards me, spreading those legs. Ya, he 


knew what was coming, alright. Never heard someone get so worked up, he was practically weeping. 
| could have fucked him right then, no lube, no bullshit, but | couldn't pass up the chance to fuck with him. 


No, its more than fucking with him. There's something so much more powerful, so much more..intimate about 
forcing him to beg for it, either with his words or his body. Something passes between us, some kind of secret 
understanding that he will only feel what | want him to feel, he only gets what | give him. It looks and sounds 
like he's asking and I'm giving, but in reality, he's telling me he understands that he's helpless. 


But this was just our very first time, so | was easy on him. | let him snarl and growl at me, cuss at me for 
not putting it in. When | teased his hole, | let him get away with trying to push himself onto my dick, and even 
try to reach back and push me in himself. He thought he was tough now that he could take my fingers, 
thought he can handle more, so dragged his fingers down the wall and ordered me in a deep and husky voice to 


fuck him. 


Wish | could have seen his face when | finally pushed it in. Got the entire head inside in one thrust, didn't even 
care if | hurt him. From the sound of his gurgling, unprepared scream, | did, alright. His fingertips clawed the 
wall, searching for something to hold onto, and his face rubbed into the peeling wallpaper, staining it with his 
sweat. For a second | had a black fear in my heart that I'd done something horribly wrong. He was sobbing his 
guts out and moaning out loud, but mostly | was scared of how numb he felt. As if the fight in him was gone. 


He just stood there and took it. 


| pulled out and took him off the wall and sat him on the bed. He was shaking, his face flooded with tears and 
snot and spit, but he gave me a wild, stormy look. "Why'd you stop?" 


| gaped at him. "l-I thought | was hurting you." 
"Don't stop, please!" he begged me, grabbing my hands, and his shoulders shook as he started crying again 


"Hey, we can stop now if you want, I'm not gonna be mad," | tried to assure him, but he shook his head and lay 


on the bed beside me. 


"Please, Dave, please keep going, please!" His knees were pressed together and his toes curled in the sheets. 
There was a small bloody spot where he was sitting, and he already looked sore. His eyes flashed with fear as | 


crawled over him, and his hands shook when they stroked and held my shoulders. 
| leaned down to kiss him, and as | lifted my head, he leaned upward to hiss in my ear, "Take me!" 


| stared at him for a moment, watched him writhe and whimper, obviously scared to feel that pain again, but 
desperate to have me inside him again. Not even the most sentimental of girls that I've ever been with have 


acted this way about sex. Junior's acting like this is..sacred. 


To be honest, | never thought of it that way before either. It took Junior to show me that sex can be more, a 
whole lot more, than just fucking. 


| hurt him a lot. His body was screaming to take that thing out of him, his face couldn't hide the agony of it. | 
was getting his spot, but only hit and miss, and every hit was too much. Instead of the calm and sensual 
pleasure he got out of it before, every time | touched it, he'd gasp and choke and gnash his teeth. He'd been 
trying to hold it back, but finally he realized it was safe to cry in front of me. | have never told him, or 
anyone, that | know what this feels like. | remember that searing, cutting pain, like being impaled with a hot 
poker, so | let him know with my silence and the occasional soft kiss or stroke to the face, that it's ok to cry 
about it. | did when it happened to me. 


| leaned down to tell him | was getting close, and he took the hint and told me where he wanted it. So | pounded 
into him until the mattress was pushed way off the bed frame and I'd filled him up with my essence. 


| flumped down next to him and we both couldn't talk for the next few minutes, just panting our lungs out. He 

was still hard, and as he got his energy back, he was getting antsy. Watching his eyes watch me, | got up over 
him and kissed him slowly and started stroking him, even slower. Just barely touching the head. He howled into 
my mouth and gripped my arms, but he controlled himself more this time. 


| hissed in his ear, holding his cock still, and he shuddered. "You understand what just happened, right?" 


| said that mostly for his benefit, because | figured that went along with his fantasies, but when | heard it out 


in the open like that, | realized it meant just as much to me, too. Maybe it's not that he was the one that 
introduced me to thinking like this, but it's more like he encouraged me to let these thoughts out in the open. | 


had no reason to be ashamed or scared of them anymore. 


He nodded weakly, but | answered for him, "You're mine now. You, your body, your mind, everything, belongs to 
me." | said this in a soft and soothing way, as if we both already knew this a long time ago. He sighed and 


rubbed his face against my arm, fresh tears leaking out, and he whispered my name. 


Like | would to something delicate, | slipped my arm under his back and lifted him closer to myself and stroked 


his face. “Junior.it's not too late to back out now, if you." 


"Nol" he blurted, and he stared at me with eyes far clearer than I've ever seen them. "No, Dave. | want this. 


I've always wanted it." 


| smiled at him and pushed hair from his face. "Then by God you're gonna get it." | kissed him again and then 
pulled him off the bed. "Let's get you cleaned up and ready to go." When he made a noise of protest, | looked at 
him straight in the face and said, "You said you'd wait for me, right?" 


He stared stupidly, but | could tell he understood. | felt a bit nervous about this, felt myself holding back, 


because | knew I'd never get away with this with even the freakiest of those girls | mentioned. 
But Junior's not one of those girls, is he? 
"B-but..but when?" he whimpered, following me into the bathroom. 


| gave him a bit of a cold look and said, "Whenever | decide." | wiped him down as best | could and then helped 
him back in his jeans, before tending to myself. Had to make sure we were both presentable when we left this 
room. If we had more time, | guess we would have taken a shower, but we had to be at the club in less than 
an hour as it was. He'd just have to do with that. It was a bit more than a comfort to me knowing that he'd 


have to walk around with a bit of me still inside him. 


He didn't say anything the whole time, but when | cornered him by the door, he nearly broke out in a paric. 
My o my, that woody sure looks painful.. 


"This is what you wanted, right, Junior?" | really only asked him as a courtesy, still a bit worried I'd push him 


away by being too harsh. Too honest with my desires, that is. 


He looked up at me with those big, gleaming eyes and gave me a soft, tiny smile. "Y-ya" Then he let out a 
nervous, halted laugh. "l-I gotta be crazy..." 


"No, not crazy," | said with a smile, and | stroked his face. "Just devoted" He smiled and threw his arms around 
me. | could smell my own come on him, his sweat, and musky man smells from us both. But | breathed in 


deeply, | wanted to take in everything about him. | wanted his body, his love; Hell, if | could own his shadow | 


would. "No one else has ever." but | trailed off, because at that time | didn't have the words to explain what 


we had. 


‘| love you, Dave," he said, and | was just so taken aback to hear that from him, for the first time, that | 
didn't say it back. | just grunted, but he was ok with that. We all have to go at our own pace. Then he bit his 


lip and added, "Just don't make me wait too long, please?" 
| laughed and rubbed my knuckles into his head. "Just for that, fucker... 


We laughed and joked about it, rough housed a bit, but he knew | was serious, and he trusted me. We left that 
room forever changed, though we didn't look or act any different around other people. And we both understood 
what happened, though we had slightly different opinions about it. Junior probably figured he became mine the 
moment | penetrated him, but that's no. He became mine when he realized my love comes with a price, and 


showed me he was willing to pay it. 


THE END 


